farther up the mountain than the theater, Is partly
ruined, but In parts is well preserved. As I stood in
it, thinking of the intellectual competitions that
used to take place there, of the poems recited in It,
of the music the lyre gave forth, and of the famous
Pythian games, which, later, used to be celebrated In
this strange mountain fastness, I saw eagles wheel-
ing over me far up In the blue, above the wild gray
and orange peaks.

In the museum, which stands in a splendid posi-
tion on the mountain-side, with a terrace before It,
there are many fine things, Delphi In the time of Its
greatness contained thousands of statues, great
numbers of which were in bronze. Nero, Constan-
tine, and others carried hundreds of them away.
One which they left, a bronze charioteer in a long
robe, faces you as you enter the museum. It is mar-
velously alive, almost seems to glow with vitality.
The feet should be specially noticed. They are bare,
and are miracles of sensitiveness, Farther on there
is a splendid Antlnous, robust, sensual, egoistic, a
type of muscular beauty and crude determination,
without heart or any sparkle of intellect. Two other
statues which I thought exceptionally interesting
are of a sturdy, smiling child and of a headless and
armless woman. The latter, numbered 1817 in the
catalogue, is very gracious and lovely. The back
of the figure and the drapery, especially that part of
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